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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Features BDSM, some violence and some sweetness. 


My first multi-chapter fic here. | hope you all enjoy it as much as | enjoyed writing it. Comments are 
appreciated and most welcome. Big thanks to cobrasnaps for the many chats we had about this story. 


The knock on the door came at precisely seven o'clock. 
"Sounds like they're here," James calls out as he places the last two wine glasses on the table. 


Lars walks out of the kitchen wearing tight black leather pants, a black shirt that is unbuttoned to his chest, 


and black shoes. "Do | look okay?" he asks as he does a slow turn. 


"You look perfect," James smiles then turns serious. "You remember what we discussed?" 


"| do," Lars confirms with a nod then a smile. 

James regards him for a moment then smirks. "You're excited." 

"| am," Lars grins, almost dancing with anticipation. 

"Better not keep them waiting." As the drummer turns towards the door.. "Lars?" 


"Yes?" He turns back around. He takes in the tall man wearing matching black leather pants and a white 


button-down shirt. 
"Whatever happens tonight, just remember that you're mine and | love you." 
"I know," Lars smiles. "Love you, too." 


Lars heads for the door and pulls it opens. Standing on the front porch in near-matching black and red outfits 
and carrying overnight bags are Robert and Kirk 


"Hey, guys," Lars smiles. 
"Hey, Uli," Kirk smiles then looks the drummer up and down. "Lookin! good." 


"Thanks. You too." 


"Hey, Lars," Rob smiles nervously. "We brought this," he says, holding up a bottle of wine then handing it to 
the Dane. "Hope it's okay?" 


Lars looks at the bottle of red. "It's more than okay. Thanks. Don't just stand there. Come in, come in" Lars 
steps back and the two musicians step across the threshold. "We're just about ready to serve up," he says 
closing and locking the door. 

"Smells really good," Kirk comments as he sniffs the air. He takes Rob's hand and leans in to him as Lars 
moves away from them. "Just watch and learn, Tru, because there will be a test later," Kirk says in a low 
commanding voice. 

"Yes, Kirk," Rob says before they follow Lars into the dining room. 

"Hey, guys," James says as he comes out of the kitchen. 


"Hey, James," Kirk smiles, watching as the singer sets a ceramic bowl of tossed salad down on the table. 


"Wasn't sure if you'd come, Rob," James comments. 


"Neither was |," Rob chuckles nervously. "But Ripper convinced me," he says, smiling at his lover. 
"Eventually," Kirk adds with a sly grin. 

‘Im glad," James says and glances at Lars. "We both are." 

"Put your bags down, take a seat, guys," Lars says. "We'll be back in minute." 


Kirk and Rob watch Lars and James disappear into the kitchen They place their bags down against the wall 
then take seats opposite each other on the long sides of the immaculate table. 


"Wasn't expecting this," Rob says in a low voice. 


"They do go all out when they host dinners," Kirk says matter-of-factly. "Just relax, Tru," the guitarist's voice 
softens. "Its just dinner with our best friends and band mates." 


"Yeah. Followed by -" 


"Alright, here we go," Lars says as he emerges from the kitchen with a shallow silver dish of warm crusty 


bread. 


Lars sets the dish down on the table as James walks in with a large steaming rectangular dish on a thick 


board. He places the dish down in the middle of the table then takes his seat at the head. 
Lars reaches past Rob and picks up a bottle of wine that has been left breathing. "Who'd like some wine?" 


Rob and Kirk both nod. Lars expertly pours some of the shiraz into Rob's glass. He moves around the table and 


does the same with Kirk then sets the bottle back down. 

"You not drinking, Lars?" Rob asks a little surprised. 

"| will," Lars smiles then looks at James. "Still or sparkling?" 

"Hmm, sparkling," the singer answers. 

As Lars turns towards the kitchen, Kirk gives his leather clad ass a playful smack. James sees Lars jump a 
little in surprise but is pleased when that's the only reaction he gets. Lars disappears into the kitchen and 
returns moments later with a bottle of sparkling water. He fills James‘ glass and sets the bottle down next to 
it. James gives a small smile of thanks before Lars takes his seat at the far end of the table. 


As Lars pours himself some wine, Kirk ogles the food. "This isn't your vegetarian lasagne, is it, Uli?" 


"It is," the Dane smiles. 


Kirk is almost salivating as he looks across the table. "Just wait til you taste this, Tru. Lars makes the best 


lasagne in northern Cali." 

Rob laughs. "You've sold me." 

"Dig in, everyone,” James urges. 

Everyone fills their plates with the lasagne, salad and bread and begin eating while enjoying casual conversation 
There is no talk of band related things or what is to occur after dinner. Its just relaxed chatter about travel 
and possible vacation locations, movies and idle gossip. 

Kirk and Rob both watch James and Lars interaction with each other; small looks James gives when he wants 
something and almost unnoticeable movements giving Lars permission to get up from the table to get more 
wine, or to speak freely. Kirk watches with keen interest while Rob misses a majority of the signs. 


Just after eight o'clock when everyore's bellies are full, Lars rises from his seat and begins to clear the table. 


"Robert," Kirk says. The bassist looks at the curly haired man opposite him and raises an eyebrow. "Be a good 


boy and help Uli" 


Rob nods and gets up from the table. As Lars piles up the dishes, Rob picks up the left over lasagne and the 
salad bowl before the two disappear into the kitchen 


"How's his training going?"James asks the guitarist. 

"Slow," Kirk sighs. 

"Problems?" 

"Nothing | can't handle. It did take quite a lot of convincing to get him here tonight." 
"Tonight will be a big learning curve for him." 

"That's what l'm counting on" 


James regards Kirk for a few moments. "You need a refresher," James says, more a statement than a 


question. 
"| do," Kirk admits. 


Rob and Lars return and clear the remainder of the table before leaving again. 


‘Its been, what, a couple of years since I've watched you with Lars." 
"Something like that." 
"He is so much better than the last time | saw him in this environment. More confident." 


"His training is almost complete. There are still a couple of things we're working on, but he's a fast learner. 


He's a good boy." 

"He's the best," Kirk almost gushes. 

If he can't teach Robert a few things tonight, then | don't know who can" 

"Yeah." 

| noticed he's not wearing his collar." 

"He refuses to wear it in public." 

"Don't let him refuse," James tells him with a hardness in his voice. 

‘Lars isn't wearing his," Kirk points out. 

"Because he knows his place. He'll be wearing it soon enough, and he'll wear it with pride." James leans forward 
a 

little. "You need to assert your dominance, Kirk" 

"I know," Kirk says contemplatively as he circles the top of his wine glass with a finger. 

Lars and Rob re-enter the dining room and take their respective seats at the table. Lars reaches for his glass 
and brings it to his lips as he looks down the table at his lover. He takes a generous mouthful, the wine 


staining his lips red, and then he sets the glass back down. As Rob and Kirk pick up their glasses, James 
pushes back from the table. He looks at Lars who smiles, then disappears down the hallway. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Still with the BDSM..this time some humiliation for one of the guests while another guest gets rather excited. 


"You look really good tonight, Uli,” Kirk re-iterates, and then with a crooked smile says. "You'll look even better 


when l'm inside you." Lars smiles as his cheeks tinge pink. "You're not getting all shy on me, are you, Larsie? 


"When have you ever known me to be shy about anything, Quirk?" Lars shoots back before drinking some 


more wine. 


"Just checking," Kirk smirks then looks at Rob who is sipping at his wine. "You're going to learn a lot from Lars 


tonight, Robert. Especially when you fuck him." 


Rob splutters, drops of wine staining the pure white tablecloth. "Whaddaya mean when | fuck him? | am not 
fucking Lars." 


"You will," James says in a commanding voice as he returns, a collar dangling from his hand. James stands 
behind Rob, bends down and places a hand on his shoulder. In a low voice against the bass player's ear, he 
says, “This night is to help you and to aid in your training of becoming a willing and obedient boy to your 
Master. What happens in this house tonight, stays in this house. It is not discussed outside these walls. If you 
do not comply, you will be punished. Do | make myself perfectly clear?" 


"Y-y-yes, James," Rob stammers. 


"Good." James straightens a little and looks at Kirk who nods. This is what he needs to do to keep Rob in line. 
"Go to your Master. Boy." 


Rob slides out from his seat and moves around the table to stand beside Kirk. "Open my bag and get your 


collar out," Kirk orders. 
"Yes, Master." Rob obediently does as he is told. 


James moves towards Lars who finishes off his glass of Shiraz. He stands behind the Dane who closes his 
eyes as a smile curls the corners of his mouth. Rob stands beside Kirk, collar in hand, and together they 
watch James and Lars. 


James rubs the back of Lars’ neck, almost massaging it, as a soft sigh passes Lars’ slightly parted lips. Lars’ 
head tilts back slightly as James places the black studded leather collar around his neck. A contented noise 


sounds in Lars' throat as James secures the collar then slides his large calloused fingers along the leather, the 


edges of his fingers skirting over soft flesh. James wraps his arms around Lars‘ chest and presses his cheek 
to Lars’. 


"Thank you, Master," Lars whispers. 

"You're welcome, my boy," James whispers. 

As James straightens and steps back, Lars opens his green eyes and there is a clear focus in them. 

Kirk manages to pull his eyes away from Lars and looks up at Rob. "Kneel," he commands. 

Rob drops to his knees as Kirk takes the black leather collar from him. Kirk places the collar around Rob's 
thick neck then secures it in place. He places a hand behind the bassist's head then presses his lips to the 
tanned forehead. 

"You do as you're told, Robert. Disobey and you will be punished." 

"Yes, Master," Rob says in a hushed tone. 

James pulls Lars' chair out as he rises to his feet. Lars moves away from the table and heads towards the 
living room. "Would you gentlemen like to accompany me to the living room for some after dinner 


entertainment?" James requests. 


"Sounds good," Kirk smiles as he rises from his chair. When Rob starts to get to his feet, Kirk places a firm 


hand on his shoulder. "Did | say you could stand, boy?" 
"No, Master." 
"Crawl," Kirk commands as he turns and follows James into the living room. 


James and Kirk sit side-by-side on the black leather couch and watch with some amusement as Rob comes 


crawling in on hands and knees, his face a mask of humiliation. 
"Stay on the floor," Kirk orders him. 
Rob sits cross-legged on the floor just to the left of Kirk's legs then pulls at his collar a little. 


Suddenly the lights dim, the opening notes of Chris lsaak's "Wicked Game" start to fill the room and then Lars 


appears in the same clothes he wore at dinner but minus the shoes and socks. 
"Oh fuck," Kirk drawls as he sinks back into the couch, realising what is about to happen. 


The three men lock their eyes on the diminutive drummer as he starts to sway his hips to the music. Slowly 


he unbuttons his black shirt then slides his hands up and down his torso. He shrugs out of the shirt, allowing 
it to crumple on the floor as he continues touching his skin. He rubs his fingers over his hardening nipples, 
tugging on the ring a little as he catches his lower lip in his teeth. 


Lars unbuttons his pants and pulls down the zipper to reveal the tight curls of pubic hair. Slowly, he glides his 
hand across his chest, over his stomach then his fingers comb down into the hair. His eyes flutter a little as 
he touches the base of his cock which is still hidden behind the leather. Upon removing his hand, he slinks 
around the coffee table, past James then stops in front of Kirk, standing with his back to the guitarist. Lars 
hooks his thumbs in the waistband then teasingly pulls down one side then the other until Kirk is staring at 


Lars' perfect and very naked ass. 


Kirk raises his hand to touch Lars but stops mid-air when the Dane bends forward slightly to reveal a rather 
large butt plug that is securely in place. 


"Holy shit," Kirk exhales heavily. He reaches forward and gives the plug a little push, eliciting a short gasp from 
Lars. 


Lars turns as he steps to his right, allowing James to see him in all his wonderful glory. James reaches up and 
takes Lars‘ half-hard cock into the palm of his hand, feeling the weight of it. The singer slides his fingers 
ever-so-slowly along the underside, and when he removes his hand, Lars' cock stay up, fully hard. James gives 
a crooked grin as Lars shifts around the table, swaying his hips in time with the music. 

Kirk sinks even deeper into the couch as his hand that touched the plug slips into his waistband and starts 
rubbing his own cock. Not taking his eyes off Lars, who has now dropped to his knees, he leans in towards 
James. "Fuck you've trained him well. | want him so bad right now," he says in a voice full of wanton desire. 


"You will," James tells him, his focus on his lover. "Soon" 


Kirk's hand rubs firmer for a few seconds then he pulls it out of his jeans. He unbuttons unzips, revealing his 


absence of underwear. "Robert." 
Rob manages to tear eyes his away from The Lars Show to look up at Kirk "Yes, Master?" 
"Suck me." 


Rob shifts to situate himself between Kirk's legs, then reaches into the black jeans to release Kirk's cock from 
the denim confines. Rob strokes the half-hard cock then moves his mouth towards the tip. 


"Now," Kirk commands. 


Rob closes his eyes and allows his mouth to slide down over Kirk's cock Kirk's head tips back against the 


couch, his eyes fixated on Lars. 


The song's chorus kicks in and Lars starts rolling his hips in time with the music while he plays with the butt 
plug, pushing it in, pulling it almost all the way out then thrusting it back in His eyes are closed, bottom lip 
caught between his teeth and he is clearly enjoying putting on this display for his Master and their quests. 


James, hungry eyes watching his submissive closely, casually slides his own hand under the leather of his 
pants and begins rubbing himself firmly. Rob's head bobs up and down over Kirk's hard cock as the guitarist is 


almost salivating at the prospect of having his way with the man now almost writhing in front of him. 


As the song ends, James removes his hand from his pants, slopes up to his feet and moves around the coffee 
table to Lars who is breathing heavily, a light sheen of sweat already covering his face and chest. James 
bends down and places his fingers under Lars’ chin. "You did well, my boy." 


Lars smiles appreciatively as James takes his arm and helps him to his unsteady feet. "Thank you, Master." 
"Now go and prepare yourself like the good boy you are." 


"Yes, Master." 


Lars picks up his clothing then moves swiftly out of the living room. James turns and looks at Kirk who seems 
to have almost melted into the leather couch, Rob still working his cock A grin crosses James lips as he looks 


at Kirk whose eyes are half-closed, mouth slightly agape. 
"You keep that up and | won't let you have Lars," he informs Kirk. 


Kirk immediately puts and hand on Rob's head. "Stop," he orders as he pushes the bassist off him. Rob settles 
back on his haunches then holds out a hand which Kirk takes. Rob assists Kirk to his feet, his hard dick 
standing proudly out from the leather. "Stand," Kirk commands. Rob obeys then Kirk hooks a finger under the 
collar and leads him around the coffee table before they follow James towards the largest of the ground floor 


guest bedrooms. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
So sorry for the long time between chapters. | moved house and have been extremely busy. But believe, the 


wait is definitely worth it. Some of you ladies might night a cold shower after reading this. 


Kirk inhales sharply upon entering the bedroom. The room is bathed in a red light, a table is set up along one 
wall. On the table is an assortment of equipment, floggers, whips, paddles, belts, cuffs, scarves, dildos, 
vibrators, butt plugs, ball gags, nipple clamps, cock rings, and, the piece de resistance, spreader bars. Next to 
the curtain-covered window are a couple of chairs for the non-participants. The centrepiece of the room is 
the queen size bed which is covered with black linens. In the centre on the bed, lying with legs already spread, 


is Lars. 
"Holy fuck," Rob mutters under his breath. 


Frantically, Kirk toes off his boots and yanks down his jeans before stepping out of them. Not bothering with 
buttons, Kirk pulls his shirt over his head and drops it to the floor. He holds out a hand and points at Rob, 
then without looking says, "Sit, watch and learn" 


"Yes, Master," Rob mutters then takes one of the seats. 


The guitarist looks at James and raises an eyebrow before James finally gives him the nod he's been waiting 
for all night. A leering, almost evil grin splits Kirk's face as he moves to the table, picks up two pairs of 
leather cuffs and the ball gag then moves to the bed He looks down at Lars who smiles up at him silently, his 
eyes begging to be taken by the curly-haired man. Kirk grabs one of his wrists and cuffs it to the bedhead, 
then does the same to the other wrist before shoving the ball gag in the Dane's mouth and securing it in 


place. 


James moves across the room and looks at Rob who looks uncomfortably excited about what is going to 


happen. "Strip," James commands in a gruff voice. 
Rob looks up at him. "Only Kirk can -" 


"Kirk is somewhat occupied at the moment. You will do as | say until Kirk is not occupied. Do you understand?" 


Rob nods quickly. "Strip." 


Rob gets to his feet and starts to undress, folding his clothes and placing them in a neat pile on the floor 
beside his chair. 


When he sits down again, James is sitting in the second chair, his leather pants unfastened, his hand caressing 


himself slowly as his gaze focuses on the bed. 


Kirk places his hand under the nozzle of a large bottle of lube and pumps it twice. He climbs on to the bed and 
settles himself between Lars’ legs. "Bend your knees, boy," he commands. As Lars draws his knees up towards 
his chest, Kirk distributes the lube evenly between his palms then slicks up his rigid cock. The other hand 


moves to Lars’ pucker and spreads lube over it before slowly slipping a finger inside. 


Lars' body arches a little at the initial pleasure the digit sliding inside him gives. Kirk starts moving the finger 
in and out a couple of times before slipping a second then a third finger in. Lars' arms pull slightly on the 
restraints before his fingers wrap around the vertical rails of the iron bed head. As Kirk moves his fingers in 
and out of Lars’ ass, he leans forward and takes Lars’ pierced nipple in his mouth, sucking and nibbling on the 
hardened nub. His lips flitter along the pale flesh and close around the other nipple, biting this one much harder 
and eliciting a soft moan from its owner. 


Kirk leans up further, claiming Lars' pliant mouth with a rough but deep kiss, before ending it with a bite to 
the lower lip, causing it to bleed slightly. The guitarist, still fingering Lars' ass, then drops his mouth over the 
flesh at the juncture of Lars’ neck and shoulder. He draws the skin into his mouth, sucking on it hard then 
biting on it, grinding his teeth to leave a greater impression Kirk licks the area then admires his handiwork as 


traces of blood appear in several of the teeth marks. He hums as he licks the blood away, savouring its taste. 


Kirk leans back a little, removing his fingers as he does so, then he suddenly slams his hardness into Lars. The 
drummer jerks in his restraints and a small grunt sounds in his throat as he feels Kirk thrust deep inside of 
him in one quick movement. Kirk groans in pleasure at finally entering the ass he has loved for the last several 
years, the ass he's only be permitted to penetrate twice before, both under the watchful eye of James. 
Frantically, Kirk begins to move his hips, thrusting viciously in and out of this perfect ass. His back arches as 


he strains his neck, eyes closed, mouth hanging open as he begins to pant and grunt and moan. 


Lars' body moves with Kirk's thrusts, moving his head closer to the bed head. He grunts painfully when his 
head is repeatedly slammed against the iron, and Kirk quickly grabs his waist and pulls him towards him. Kirk 
leans over him, placing his hands on the drummer's upper arms to keep him in place, but bruising them all the 
same. With eight or ten more vicious thrusts, Kirk stiffens and as a guttural groan climbs up from stomach 


he empties himself inside Lars. 


"Fuck me," Kirk drawls as he drops his body weight on top of Lars, still moving inside him, albeit slower now. He 
kisses Lars slowly and deeply, tasting a trace of copper as he does so. "Fuck, you're good," he coos into Lars' 


ear. 
He looks down at Lars, green eyes dilated with wanton desire but pleased Kirk is happy with him. He whimpers 
softly around the ball gag as Kirk quickly withdraws from him then climbs off the bed. Kirk removes the ball 
gag but does not touch the restraints. 


"Roll over, boy," Kirk commands. 


Lars rolls over, crossing his arms in the restraints but finding a somewhat comfortable position so as not to 


damage his already dodgy right shoulder. 


Slouched back in his chair a little, James watches Kirk move from the bed back to the table and deposit the 
ball gag down amongst the other paraphernalia. As Kirk decides what to select, James looks at Rob and sees a 
sheen of perspiration on his brow, eyes half-lidded and stroking his very hard and very large cock. James 
continues stroking his own rock hard dick which has now been release from its leathery confines and is slowly 
oozing pre-cum. His eyes shift back to Kirk who has selected his favourite bull hide flogger to use on his lover. 


Kirk strokes his softening cock back to a semi-hard state as he walks slowly to the side of the bed. He leans 
over and skips his fingers along pale flesh that shows marks that James inflicted possibly the night before. 
The body shudders a little beneath his touch as Lars hums softly and approvingly. Without warning, Kirk raises 
the flogger and brings it down hard across the middle of Lars' back. Lars muffles a cry of surprise as the 
leather strikes his flesh. He buries his face in the pillow as Kirk brings the flogger down across his ass cheeks 
then his lower back Lars' fingers grip the iron bars tightly as the leather comes down hard across his back 
again, almost in the same spot as the first time. His knuckles turn white fighting against the pain Kirk is 
inflicting. 


Kirk's calloused fingers trace over some of the nasty red welts that are forming on Danish skin. He leans over 
and licks several of them as he drops the flogger to the floor. His dick now fully hard again, Kirk climbs back 
on to the bed and straddles Lars’ closed thighs. He spreads the beautiful red ass cheeks then presses himself 
deep inside the drummer. 

With the same ferocity as earlier, Kirk thrusts in and out of Lars’ ass like a man possessed. Beads of sweat 
form all over his body as he reaches down and cups Lars’ chin in his hand, forcing the man to arch back up 
towards him a little. "You like that?" Kirk asks in an almost sneering tone. 


"Y-y-yes," Lars manages to get out. "Deeper..p-pl-please.." 


Kirk pushes down into the mattress and with his feet spreads Lars’ legs wide. "Make a wish, Uli," Kirk says as 
he pushes balls deep into Lars’ ass. 


Kirk withdraws almost all the way out then pushes hard all the way back in. He continues this as he hears the 
moans of delight drifting up from the bed. 


"N-n-need to come, M-master," Lars pants as he tries to turn his head to look at James. 
Kirk continues pumping Lars' ass as he turns and looks at James but the singer simply shakes his head once. 
"Not yet," Kirk tells him as he thrusts again viciously. 


Lars whimpers then yelps as Kirk adjusts his angle slightly and hits his prostate. He does it again and again and 
again until Kirk comes hard. "Fucking motherfuckl" he yells as he throws his head back 


When his orgasms subsides, Kirk pulls out then smacks Lars' red ass. "On your back," he orders then looks at 
James, eyebrow raised. James nods. 


Lars settles on his back and Kirk looks down at the very hard, very twitchy cock that sits against a quivering 
stomach. Kirk leans down and takes the Dane's cock in his mouth and sucks it down. He pulls back, lips still 
around the head of the swollen cock and mumbles, "Come." 

Lars doesn't need to be told twice, and as Kirk sucks him deep into his throat, he comes long and hard with a 
variety of moans and whimpers but no words. Words are forbidden except with James. Lars' body shudders as 
his head presses back into the pillow and he silent mouths the word "fuck" over and over again. Kirk pulls his 
mouth off him then slowly licks his sensitive dick clean He leans up and crushes Lars' lips with his own, delving 


his tongue into the open mouth and allowing Lars’ to taste himself. 


"You are amazing, Uli," Kirk says in a husky voice when he presses his cheek against Lars'. "Fucking amazing.” 


Kirk kisses the sweaty cheek. "Thank you." 
Kirk scoots back and climbs off the bed. He bends down and picks up the flogger, returns it to the table then 


moves towards Rob and looks down at him. "On your feet, boy." Rob removes his hand from his dick and gets 
to his feet. "| hope you learned something just now." 


"Yes, Master," Rob nods. 
"Good. Enjoy," Kirk says as he steps aside and waves a hand towards the bed. 
"Thank you, Master," Rob says nervously then steps aside. 


Kirk takes Rob's seat next to James and watches his subject move slowly towards the table. As Rob surveys 
the items, Kirk looks and grins at James. "Happy?" James inquires with a smirk. 


"Extremely," Kirk almost sighs. "Fuck..you've done such an amazing job with him. Oh my God..the difference 


from a couple of years ago..fuck." Kirk shakes his head in amazement. 
I'm glad you approve." 

| do, very much. Thank you, Master,” Kirk says in a softer tone. 
"You're welcome," James nods then returns his gaze forward. 


Kirk also turns and looks back towards the centre of the room as Rob moves from the table to the bed, one 


of the harsher paddles in hand. Rob glances uncertainly at Kirk but Kirk simply nods and says, "Do it, boy." 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the long delay between chapters. Life has been absolutely crazy lately. This chapter gets somewhat 
dark. 


Rob hesitates for a moment before reaching a hand towards Lars’ gradually hardening cock. The hand hovers 
then pulls back. "I can't," he says almost ashamed. 


Kirk gets to his feet, moves around the bed and grabs Rob's arm. "You can and you will," Kirk tells him in a low 
voice. "That boy," he says pointing towards Lars, "Is the best sub | know. Forget who it is, let yourself go and 
do what comes naturally. Got it?" 


Rob nods. "Yes, Master." 


Kirk lets go of the strong tanned arm and returns to his seat. James shoots him a glance and a raised 


eyebrow. "It's fine," Kirk assures him. 


Rob steps towards the bed again and raises his hand. He looks down at Lars whose eyes are half open but not 
looking at him. Rob lowers his hand and wraps it around Lars' cock which twitches at the touch. A soft moan 
passes the drummer's lips and Rob starts to gently stroke the smooth flesh. He leans over and tentatively 
presses his lips to Lars’, tasting him before something comes over him and his tongue enters the willing 
mouth. The kiss is harsh and needy and leaves Rob gasping for more. As his strokes become firmer and 
faster, he drops his mouth around Lars’ pierced nipple and sucks on it, savouring it, catching the ring with the 
tip of his tongue and pulling on it. Lars arches into him slightly, a sign of approval. 


"On your stomach," Rob tells him in a low tone as he releases his hold on the Dane. 


Lars complies and rolls back on to his stomach, settling down gently and trapping his now hard cock between 
his stomach and the mattress. Rob looks down at the welts left by Kirk before he lightly touches them, 
causing Lars' body to flinch a little but Lars doesn't make a sound. The bassist looks at the paddle in his hand; 
one side is somewhat smooth, the other has raised studs on it. He twirls the paddle in his hand, trying to 
decide which side to use first. 


Lars hisses as the studded side of the paddle comes down across his left ass cheek, and hisses again as the 
same is done to the other cheek. Rob smiles and turns the paddle over before bringing it down hard across 
both cheeks, once, twice, three times. Lars’ fingers grip the iron bars of the bed and squeeze tight as the 
stinging in his ass subsides a little. 


Rob moves back to the table, sets the paddle down and peruses the floggers. He picks up a 30 tail rubber 


flogger and inspects it. 

Kirk watches Rob move back towards the bed, then leans in to James. "Oh shit. Is that the one -" 
"Yeah," James says. 

ls he -" 


"No. 


Kirk and James both watch intently as Rob stands beside the bed again. He looks down at Lars' cherry red ass 
as a somewhat evil-looking grin touches his lips. Suddenly he arcs the flogger down and connects with the 


middle of Lars' back. 


"Fock" Lars hisses then buries his face in the pillow. He presses his body into the mattress to try and lessen 
the intense stinging pain that the next blow brings. His fingers gripping the bed start to turn white as he 

struggles to endure this vicious assault. The rubber tails come down across his upper back and a strained cry 
is muffled by the pillow. Lars flinches when the flogger comes down across his ass, enhancing the sting that's 


already there. 


Rob seems somewhat oblivious to Lars’ extreme discomfort and continues to inflict more of the stinging pain. 
Kirk flicks his eyes towards James who visibly winces at Lars’ groan as the flogger comes down across his 


lover's lower back. 


Without word, Kirk gets to his feet and moves around the bed to snatch the flogger out of his protégé's hand. 


"Move on to something else," he orders. 


Rob is surprised that Kirk stopped him, not quite understanding why. He opens his mouth to say something but 
Kirk cuts him off with a raised hand "Move. On. To. Something. Else. Now." 


Kirk throws the flogger aside, not bothering to see where it lands, before returning to his seat. James looks at 
him and gives him a small nod. Kirk places his hand briefly on James’ leather clad thigh to let him know that 


he'll always watch out for Lars. 
Rob slaps Lars’ red raw ass. "On your knees," he orders with the slightest of hesitations. 


With shaky limbs, Lars manages to draw his knees up but still keeps his face buried in the pillow as Rob climbs 
on to the bed and settles himself behind the Dane. He licks the palm of his hand and strokes his cock a couple 
of times before spreading Lars' cheeks and pushing himself in all the way in one swift movement. With Lars 
already completely stretched and lubed up, Rob grips his hips and easily thrusts in and out of the drummer's 
hole. Rob's pace quickens with each thrust when he raises and shifts one leg, resting it against Lars' hip. 


Face buried, Lars grunts with each movement but restrains from doing anything more. Rob reaches around 


and grabs hold of the dick that swings between Lars' legs and begins to tug on it with the same rhythm as his 
own dick. The bass player leans over the smaller man and licks one of the nasty red welts that has formed on 
his back. He kisses it then draws the flesh into his mouth, sucking on it somewhat gently. He moves higher and 
does the same thing, only this time he nibbles a little. Skipping his lips and tongue across the marred flesh, Rob 
then closes his lips around the flesh of Lars’ right shoulder. 


James leans forward in his seat as he and Kirk watch closely while Rob worries Lars’ shoulder, moving from 
the base of his neck and away. Suddenly, Lars' head comes up off the pillow as a painful hoarse scream 
tumbles from his throat. In a flash, James is up out of his seat, grabs a handful of long black hair and 
forcibly pulls Rob off and out of Lars. He pushes him backwards, slamming him up against the wall and glares 
at him. 


Kirk is also quickly up and rushes forward and scrambles on to the bed where Lars is writhing and crying in 
pain. The guitarist quickly unfastens the cuffs from his wrists then pulls the drummer to him. “It's OK, Uli,” 
Kirk soothes as he strokes wet hair. "Sshhh," he sounds as he turns to look at James and Rob. 


James is thrumming with anger, his eyes dark with fury at what this man just did to his property. Rob stares 
at him wide-eyed, afraid. "What'd | do?" he stammers. 


"You went too far," James says in as measured voice as he can muster. 
"B-but K-kirk bit him," Rob says as if that explains what he did. 
"In case you forgot, boy, that's his bad shoulder.” 


‘Oh, shit," Rob mutters as he realises the magnitude of his actions. "I'm sorry, 


James. I'm -" 


"You will address me as Master," James says coldly. "You need to decide what role you want in your 
relationship with your Master. Until then, you are going to be taught a very long and harsh lesson in how to 
listen for when a sub has reached their limit. Do | make myself clear?" 


"Yes, Ja -" he stops himself and bows his head. "Yes, Master." 
"Don't move," James orders before stepping back and turning away. 


James moves towards the bed and sits down on the edge. Kirk lets Lars go and nods towards James. "Babe," 
James says softly. 


Lars turns around and almost dissolves when he sees James. James glances at the ugly wound on his lover's 
shoulder and grimaces before carefully wrapping his arms around him and pulling him close. A single sob 
escapes Lars as James presses his lips against the top of his head His entire focus is on the small man 


trembling in his arms. 


‘Its OK, baby," James whispers against Lars' hair. "He's never touching you again,’ James says as he flicks a 


quick glance at Kirk. Kirk nods. "Its OK. You're safe now, baby. You're safe." 


Lars' breathing evens out a little then he looks up at the blond haired man who kisses away a tear as it rolls 


down his cheek. "I'm sorry, Master," he chokes. 


"Sshhh. Don't be," James whispers as he strokes the Dane's hairline. "Kirk will help clean up your shoulder. OK?" 


Lars nods. "Don't come back out until you're ready." Lars nods again. 


James presses a tender kiss to Lars’ lips then rests their foreheads together for a moment before letting the 
drummer go. He gets up off the bed and watches as Kirk places a gentle hand on Lars’ left arm. "C'mon, Uli," 


Kirk says softly. "Let's get you cleaned up." 


Kirk helps a still unsteady Lars off the bed and wraps an arm around his lean waist as he leads the Dane into 


the ensuite bathroom, closing the door behind them. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the long delay between chapters. Been super busy. Merry Christmas everyonel 


James stands, hands on hips, and looks down at the floor. After a few long moments, he silently raises his head 
and turns in the direction of the bass guitarist who has not moved. Rob audibly swallows as the tall singer 
takes long strides towards him. "I'm really sorry, man," Rob says unsteadily. 


James raises a hand and whips Rob across the face with the back of it. "Did | say you could talk?" 

Rob opens his mouth to say no, then quickly shuts it and shakes his head in response. 

"Go to the end of the bed," James orders in a hard voice. 

Rob apprehensively moves towards the bed as James steps towards the equipment table. James picks up the 
same paddle that Rob had used on Lars, then steps to the end of the table and picks up the flogger that Kirk 
had discarded. Holding both items in one hand, he then selects a long, large black dildo off the table. He moves 
towards the bed and finds Rob standing facing the bed head. James puts the paddle and the flogger down on 
the bed for Rob to see, then moves to the nightstand and pumps one blob of lube into the palm of his hand. 
He glides his hand over the dildo to slicken it as he steps up behind Rob. 


"Bend over, hands on the bed," James commands. Rob does as he is told then James kicks one of his ankles. 


"Spread ‘em. 

Rob widens his stance then feels James’ cold slick finger glide over his pucker once, then twice before two 
fingers push roughly inside. Rob groans at the sudden invasion and grimaces as James thrusts his fingers 
maybe half a dozen times. A sickening groan emanates from deep within him as James pushes the thick dildo 
in, all the way to the hilt. 

"That doesn't come out until | take it out. Got it?" 


"Y-y-yes, M-master," Rob stammers. 


James wipes his wet hand on the bed sheet then picks up the paddle. He looks at it then steps back and quickly 
brings it stud-side down across Rob's right ass cheek. Hard. 


"Fuck!" Rob yells out. 


James grabs a handful of hair and pulls Rob's head back. "What did | say before about talking?" He lets the 


hair go and pushes Rob's head away in disgust. 


The singer adjusts his stance a little then whacks Rob's left ass cheek with the same force as the first strike. 
Rob muffles a yell this time. James notices the dildo starting to slip out a little and pushes it back in James 
then brings the paddle down again, this time stinging both cheeks just above where the dildo is. Rob muffles 
another yell as beads of sweat start to form on his brow. When James whacks the back of Rob's thighs, his 
arms start to shake as his head drops forward and hangs loosely. 


"Grin and bear it, boy," James orders him. "Just like a good sub should” 


James drops the paddle at the foot of the bed, picks up the rubber flogger then ensures the dildo is firmly in 
place. He raises the flogger above his shoulder then arcs it down with a thwack in the middle of Rob's back. 
Rob groans loudly as his knees buckle slightly at the intense sting the 30 rubber tails send hurtling through 
his spine. The tails come down across Rob's already red and stinging ass before James moves them 


deliberately up the tanned back towards the shoulders. 


The rubber tails wrap around each muscular shoulder with stings that make Rob hiss. His arms shake 
violently, from both the pain and the effort of stopping himself from face-planting on the bed. Rob's relieved 
that his long dark hair curtains his face. If it didn't, James might see the tears falling from his eyelashes 
straight on to the bed sheet, which may result in further - possibly worse - pain than he's currently 
experiencing. He feels James push the dildo deeper into his ass and a non-descript groan muffles in his throat. 
A whimper passes his dry parted lips as the flogger is brought down length-ways across his spine, and he 
arches inwards to try and lessen some of the sting but to little effect. 


James strikes Rob's upper back again and hears a strained whimper emanate from behind the long hair. 
"Seattle," James hears somewhere next to him as he starts to raise the flogger once more. 


James feels calloused fingers wrap around his wrist and glares down at their naked owner who is looking up at 


him with imploring green eyes. 


"Seattle," Lars repeats the safe word softly. He removes the flogger from James’ grip and tosses it aside 


before coaxing James away from the bed. 
When there is sufficient space, Kirk steps up to Rob, gently removes the dildo from his ass and drops it to 
the floor with a dull thud. He is horrified at the angry red welts that adorn the bassist's skin and his hand 


hovers over them, wanting to touch but refraining from doing so. 


"Robert," Kirk says in a gentle voice as he pulls the long hair back so he can see the Mexican's face. Rob 


flinches slightly at the touch. "It's OK, Robert. It's over." 


Kirk strokes the back of Robert's head. "Kirk?" the man queries, his voice strained and trembling. 


"Yeah. l'm sorry," the guitarist apologises. 

"Not..your fault," Rob manages to say. "Mine." 

"You're done for the night," the guitarist informs him with finality in his tone. 

While Kirk tends to Rob, Lars looks silently up at James for a few very long moments. "Did you forget we 
start the next leg of the tour in four days?" the drummer eventually asks in a hushed voice, dropping briefly 
into business mode. "You better focking hope he's able to strap on a focking bass." 

Shit. 

He did forget. 

He winces then shamefully admits, "I lost control." 


"Yeah," Lars says in a softer voice as he watches Kirk help Rob straighten. "You did." 


James looks to his left as Kirk leads Rob to the bathroom then closes the door. He shuts his eyes for a few 


moments, silently chastising himself, then looks at Lars. "He hurt you," he says softly. 

"im OK," Lars tells him as he places a hand against the singer's cheek. "Sore, but OK" 

"You sure?" 

"Ja" Lars places a hand behind James' neck and pushes himself up on to his tip-toes. He kisses James softly on 
the lips. "I need you to make it up to Rob though. Need you to apologise to him and Kirk. Can you do that for 
me?" 

James nods. "I'm sorry.” 


"For what?" 


"For not stopping Rob before Kirk stepped in. You're my Lars. Not Kirk's and definitely not Rob's. Mine," James 
stresses as he cups Lars face in his hands. "And | don't like seeing what's mine getting hurt." 


"I know, James," Lars says gently. "But you're not entirely to blame for what happened. | should've realised 
what he was going to do. | should've said the safe word as soon as | felt him bite me." 


James looks at the gauze pad that is stuck to the middle of Lars’ right shoulder. He frowns as his thumb 
brushes the edge of the tape holding it in place. "Is it bad?" 


It could've been worse if it wasn't for Kirk," Lars tells him. He looks at James as if he's searching for 


something. "Why didn't you -" 

"| don't know. Maybe to see how much you could take?" James offers. 

"I know you don't like biting me because you don't want to hurt me," Lars says at a volume just above a 
whisper. "Kirk's the only one who's ever done it, and | want him to be the only one to do it the future. | was 
apprehensive about Rob right from the start." 

"| know." 

"Until his training's done, | don't want him touching me." 

| won't let him, babe. Not until you say so." 


"Good," Lars smiles. "Kiss me?" 


James grins then cups the back of Lars’ head and brings his mouth down to cover the Cupid bow lips in a 
searingly tender kiss. 


The kiss is interrupted when they hear the bathroom door open and Kirk exits, a look of anger mixed with 
concern on his face. He walks straight up to James and slaps him hard on the chest. "What the fuck, James? 
What the fuck was going through your head when you decided to do what you did? Huh?" Another slap to the 
chest but James allows it. 

"| lost control," James admits. "I wanted to do to him what he did to Lars, only worse." 

"You wanted to teach him a lesson," Kirk concludes. "That's my job, James. He's my sub, not yours." 

"Kirk." Lars begins. 

"Stay out of this, Uli," Kirk tells him without taking his eyes off James. "Rob is new to this, James. You know 
that. Maybe he isn't cut out to be a sub, but that's my job to find out. Not yours. If he decides he wants to 
control, then I'll deal with that, too. Not you. Do | make myself clear?" 


James simply stares at the livid guitarist, surprised that Kirk is standing up to him to defend his property. "!- 
I'm sorry, Kirk" 


Kirk blinks, momentarily shocked into silence by the unsolicited apology. "It's not me you need to be apologising 


to, James." 
"Is he OK?" 


"In time for the show? You'd better hope so." 


*Kirk turns and steps towards the bathroom, but Lars grabs his arm. "Hamlet, wait." Kirk stops and turns to 
face the smaller man. Lars glances at James who sits down heavily on the end of the bed. "Is Rob OK?" Lars 
asks in a hushed but meaningful tone. 


"James really messed up his back, Uli. Not to the point of bleeding but he's got some pretty nasty welts," Kirk 


says with a slight tremor in his voice. 
"Mentally?" 
"He's | don't know," Kirk shakes his head. "He's shaken up." 


"Permission to speak freely?" Lars requests of the dominant. Kirk nods once. "Rob's not cut out to be a sub, 
Hamlet, and | think you know that deep down. He may have the makings of a dom, but he needs to decide what 
he wants to be." 


"How did you and James decide?" 


"l'm a control freak, Hamlet. You know that better than anyone. | needed that control taken from me away 
from the band. We agreed on that very early on Professionally, I'm in control. Personally, James is. It has a 


way of balancing out. ‘Sides, can you picture James subbing?" Lars looks over a James who is staring down at 


his bare feet. 
Kirk chuckles. "No." 


"You need to sit down with Robert and have a heart-to-heart and figure out exactly what you want from this 
relationship and what your roles are going to be. | know you switch, Hamlet. If Robert decides he wants to 
follow the dominating route, you've gotta decide what your role is going to be. But if he wants to go down that 
road and be a dom, | am not going to play a part in any of his training. Not like | did with you. I'm not 
comfortable with that and | need you to understand that." 


"| do," Kirk nods. "Thanks, Uli." Kirk wraps his arms around Lars and pulls him into an embrace. Their chests and 
hips press together, their soft cocks gently rubbing against the other. When they part, Kirk presses his mouth 
against Lars' and crushes their lips together. Mouths open simultaneously and tongues begin to twine in a deep 
and passionate kiss. Lars runs the fingers of one hand down Kirk's back, then the guitarist mirrors the action 


Lars flinches a little and hisses when Kirk touches one particularly nasty welt between his shoulder blades. 
James looks up sharply as Lars pulls away from Kirk a little. 
"You okay?" Kirk asks the drummer. 


"Ja," Lars tells him. "Go check on Rob. OK?" 


James watches Kirk move back towards the bathroom, then Lars looks at him for several long moments. The 
Dane steps towards James and promptly straddles his legs and sits down on his lap. James slips his hands 
around Lars' waist as Lars rests his forearms on broad shoulders and plays with the longish blond hair. The 
two silently look at each other, blue eyes searching green, then Lars gives a barely noticeable nod, letting him 


know that things are good with Kirk. 


Lars leans his head forward a little and brushes his lips over James’. His lips drag across a rough cheek then 
he whispers, "Can we show ‘em how it should be done?" He moves his mouth back towards James’, tongue 


poking between lips and leaving a wet trail behind. 


James slides his hand from the drummer's waist then grips his chin when their mouths are level. He crushes 
Lars’ lips with his own as the smaller man starts moving on his lap. James slides his hands down and across 
Lars‘ bare chest and over that nipple ring. Lars arches a little to the touch before the hands move down to 
his quivering stomach. A tiny gasp escapes him as fingers travel over his hips and along his slightly shuddering 
thighs. Strong hands slide under knees and pull them up. Lars manages to lift his feet on to the bed then hooks 
his ankles behind James. 


The singer grabs the Dane's perfect ass and jerks him towards him, their cocks pressing together and only 
separated by a thin layer of black leather. "I'll take that as a yes?" Lars hitches as James kisses the hollow of 
his throat. 


James hums his approval. "Been wanting you all night," a growly voice mumbles around flesh. "Specially after 


Kirk." 


“Specially after Kirk what?" a voice asks. 


